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SLOPER AT ASCOT. 


“Poor Papa, in spite of his shortcomings at Epsom, was in the midst of the swellest set at Ascot. Somehow or other, his eccentricilies are soon 
Sorgiven if they are not forgotten. The worst feature in our arrangements ts the hangers-on Papa gets around him. Sometimes their conduct is outrageous. 
Look, for instance, at Mr. Moses and that thing McGooseley on the Cup Day, shouting out to Pa when he was on Lord Tidlyhiti’s Drag, and asking him 


if ‘Ma had sent all the washing home.’ It was awfully unfeeling. By the way, all the people Pa met are going to try for the pianists 


A MUMMIFIED FINGER. 


TF you turn to the official catalogue of the Royal Naval Ex- 
hibition, page 317, you mav read :—“ (3160). Tobacco Stopper. 
Mummified finger of ‘Jack the Painter,’ hangetat the Dock 
Gates, March 10th, 1777, for setting fire to thetope house in 
Portsmouth Dockyard. The body was Piette 8 gibbeted 
on Blockhouse Beach. Lent by W. H. Saunders, Exq.” 

James Hill, alias Hind, alias Atkins, a “John 


or “Jack the Painter,” had gone, we are told, & America at 
an early age, and there “imbibed principles sed to the 
interests of his own country.” His notion, indeed, was to 
come back to England and set fire to all the dockyards. 
We were at war with America at the time, and Johnny, on 
his way here, called on Silas Deane, the Amican envoy in 
Paris, and, having shown his plans, was handed bills to the 
umount of three hundred pounds, and letters of recom- 
mmendation to a merchant in London. He waa promised, 
also, that if he burnt both Portsmouth and Plymouth Dock- 
yards, he would be rewarded with a commission in the 
American Navy. He brought with him an “ Ovid's 
Metamorphoses,” a “Justin,” a “ Treatise on War and Fire- 
works,” a French passport and a pistol, and made up his 
mind to blow Merry England to smithereens, When he got 
to Portsmouth, he seems to have bungled » good deal and 


Wi 
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1. The Hon. Spoofkins, together with some of his 2. Occupants of which had evidently forgotten Spoof- 3. “Rayther! Tip usa thick ‘un, and yer as rood 4 Aan aa 
aristocratic friends, are on their way to Ascot. Of kins, started. Spoofkins was in dismay. How could he as there.” Further: rematks are unnecessary, "The Renerally to have excited suspicion, When the rritical 
fe dra’ & halt had to be called. as, naturally, coaching resume his journey ? Just at this moment acoster with above picture depicts the manner in which they moment came, he found that the halfpenny box of matches 
is dry work. Somehow or another, the coach, the— his donkey and barrow appeared. “Give yer o lift !"— reached Ascot, A sovereign goes a long way in beer. he had purchased at the shop of an old woman wouldn't 
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light, and he was so enraged, he had a mind to fire his pistol 
throush the window of her shop. 

He contrived, however, to set fire to the rope house, and then, 
bitterly regretting the poor result of his other efforts, made his 
escape. Arriving in London, he called on the merchant, who, how- 
ever, distrusted him, and he was obliged to go away bare-handed. 
He went to Bristol, and there set fire to several houses, causing a 
loss of £15,000, He also endeavoured to set fire to a number of oi! 
barrels on the quay, but in this he failed, or the damage done might 
have been very terrible. : 

Fortunately for the community at large, this maliciqus idiot could 
not keep his secrets to himself, but confided his whole story to one 
Haldwin, an American house-painter, whose acquaintance he had 
made. Before the first fire at Portsmouth, as has been said, sus- 
picion had fallen on the incendiary, who had been noticed lurking 
about the dockyard, and, after he had escaped, his lodgings were 
searched, and the French passport and firework book found. After 
he had been found guilty and condemned to death, he made a full 
confession. His y, for several years, hung in chains on Block- 
house Point, on the opposite side of the harbour to the town. 

* 


. e e * e 
“It don’t say how the gen'leman come by Jack's finger,” mur- 
mured the Blue Eyed Buttercup. 
“No,” replied Billiam, “ but it was very kind on him to take care 
on it; it might have got lost.” 
é Next week, “ Cariboo,” ) 


TO CORRESPONDENTS. 
pe 
*,° Correspondents wishing their MSS, or Sketches to be returned, 
aha inclose a stamped envelope a enough to contain the 
contributions submitted. Do not inclose loose stamps, 


Yes, THOMAS HERBERT BUCKROYD, twe've attended to your 
wish; We're glad you like the Showman's show, it is a tasty dish. 
We hardly think it likely, JAMES; there must _be some mistake. 
Yes, all your coupons are received in safety, J, H. LAKE. We've 
little doubt that Epix isa very clever maid ; Yet fancy we can rub 
along without that lady's aid. The man who wrote the verses, 
LANCE, is not unknown to fame ; His modesty alone prevent shim 
publishing his name, Your sketches we've no use for, REG, or 
yours, MIss ETHEL GRANT; Pray. Jamie have some paticnce,and 

ou'll get the watch you want. We're sorry that we must decline 

. DORLING'S little “pome,” Which parodics those touching lines, 
entitled “Home, Sweet Home.” No, MR. ARTHUR WESTON, you hare 
little cause to fear; Cheer up, cheer up, sweet ANNABEL, tis only 
once a year, We've read the cutting carefully, and do not see our 
way To present the Sloper Medal to your friend, ALBERTHA Day. 
Of course, if you command us, CLARE, upon the wings of love, 
We'll fly to you—no, no, we must reject the proffered glove, If 
Mrs. Sloper spotted it or caught you hanging round, The ructions 
she'd create would raze Court Mildew to the ground, The wisest 
men, R. C. 8, L., are liable tu err; Have you not got an almanack 
towhich you can refer, Down, TEMPTER,down ! our purpose firm, 
you cannot alter now; We will not rest until the hero's laurels 
crown our brow, No wonder you were sleepy, JEAN, you must have 
gone the pace; Thanks, WILHELM, for your letter, but we haven't 
any space, ecgemes 
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PARIS. 
On sale at all Kiosques and Booksellers’, at 20 Centimes, or by 
special arrangement at our 


PARIS AGENCY, 22 RvE DE LA BANQUE, 


£11: 0 
And the“SLOPER AWARD OF MERIT" will be given for the 
Best Verse of Six Lines on 


THE TAILORS’ STRIKE. 


Please write on Post-Cards only, and address— 
MEssrs. SNIP & PATCHEM 
“THE SLOPERIES,” 99 Shoe Lane, Lonion, E.C, 
*,° The List will close TUESDAY, JUNE 16TH, 189). 


JUMBLES AND GINGERBREAD. 


—— 
“WEL, look here, Mr. Editor,” observed an ill-treated author, 
“ perhaps you will be good enough to tell me what is the matter 
with my story pect have rejected it?" “There is a lot the 
matter with it,” said the editor, wearily, “but I think the worst 
item is that you make your lover have moonlight interviews with 
his sweetheart every night for over a month. Now, the moon is 
not yet invented that will shine every—— What! Has he gone? 
Thank the Lord!” *.° 


Hostesa (to explorer recently returned from Central Africa). 
Now, Mr. Lyon. allow me to introduce you to some of my young 
lady friends—of course, Mr. Lyon, you like girls? 

African Explorer (absent mindedly, with marae look in his 
eye and a suspicious watering in his mouth), Yes, madame, I do— 
baked with yams and banana sauce. 


- s 
“AAs first love was full twenty-five ; 
{* He, eighteen, when he sought her; 
When he at forty did arrive, 
He asked her for her daughter. 


She told him she'd be his sister. 
“Oh! that’s all right,” said he. 
“But then, of course, you understand, 
My sisters live with me.” 
= *,* 
aye 
SPIYFER and Spoofer were invited in the other evening—much 
against their iatlinations, both being bachelors—to view the latest 
addition to th Lushington family, who was calmly enjoying his 
evening allowance of milk and water. “Fine boy,” ejaculated 
Spiffer, sniffing suspiciously, “Yes, he is,” agreed Spoofer, edging 
towards the door, “How like his father in his ways,” remarked 
Spiffer. “In his devotion to the bottle. you mean,” suggested 
Spoofer ; and hen Mrs. Lushington sailed in and told them what 
she thought of them, and when they parted with Lushington—at 
closing time—there was the ring of true sympathy in their voices 
as they bade him good night.” , . 
s 


“IT Say, Grumbleton,” ejaculated Jones, “does your missis have 
any trouble with her servants—does she manage to keep’em long?” 
“Trouble with her servants?” exclaimed Grumbleton. “Keep ‘em 
long?) Why, lor’ bless my soul,every night when T go home I look 
at the girl when she opens the door to see if she is the same I left 
in the morning, and I have got so fogged up with two or three 
different names every week—with the Mauds, Alices, Ediths, and 
the rest—that I’ve given the missis to understand that they've all 
got to answer to the name of ‘ Mary’ in future.” 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 


FASHION FANCIES.—By Miss Sloper. 
No, 372.—The “ Lally Churchwarden" Costume. 


He. Men havea great similarity toanimals 
in their appearance, attachment and fidelity; 
have you noticed it ? | 

She. Oh, yes, I have. | French term for water. 


Ethel. Mamma, Bf does the 
milkman call out Lo 
Mamma, Because L'eau is the 


1 


Ethel. 1 say, Rose, I saw your husband yesterday. By-the-by, why were you not 
“aR On : besides bei: busy, he possi! 

ose. larry says, ng 80 a cannot bly afford it thi 
year. But where did you see my husband ? war 
Ethel, At Ascot, dear. 


ee 


THE STRAWBERRY GIRL | Ist Tramp. You say that agin, and I'll spile 


ipanees laereafine | 8 od Trompe Wei T can't spile yourn 
to lovers of the | mn mp. Well, ma can’ le 
luscious Srutt, i; anyhow, . — = Hy 


aM 


(Saturday, June 18, 1891. 


THE old man was at Hampton Court the other day. Alas! alas! 
he was not only half seas over, but the Atlantic trying to be shoved 
into a pint pot. He stood beside the round garden basin, and 
looked at the big goldfish. “What'sh,” cried the sweet creature, 
“b'iling red herringsh !—whoshever heard of b’iling red herringsh 
soldiersh! Givesh me a forksh—I'll toast ‘em for you.” And then 
there was a sudden splash, and five minutes afterwards there was a 
bald headed lunatic so sober from his cold bath that you could have 
trusted him to swing a brace of Sunday school teachers without 
spilling one of ‘em, ee 

s 


WHEN you're strolling in the evening 

With your best girl ‘neath the trees 
That line the moonlit pose 

And murmur in the breeze, 
Oh, do not be discouraged 

If she makes your clothes a wreck, 
It’s nothing but a caterpil- 

crawling down her neck ! 
7 


~ 
THE latest philanthropic scheme is the Wasted Brilliantine Col- 

lecting Society for Charitable Purposes, On high days and holi- 
days, when the merry kiss-in-the-ring is raging on the Hampstead 
heights, a gentleman walks round with a bag of sponges to wipe 
the brilliantine from the r girls’ lips that have been pressed to 
the moustaches of well eal manhood, The contents of the 
sponges are afterwards squeezed out into a series of barrels. Some- 
thing a long way off £1,531 2s. 33d. was made this way last Bank 
Holiday. oe 

s 


TOTTIE GOODENOUGH made the boys laugh the other evening. 
She was selling somebody about one of her juvenile escapades, and 
she exclaimed, “Oh, my dear, I can assure you it was terrible! I 
was too young to know how to faint, or 1 am sure I should have 
zone off!" Of course she tried toexplain afterwards, but it was of 
no use. oe 

s 


5 ScENE—“Grand Hotel,” Beachtown-on-Sca. 
Verdant Visitor, What time do you have dinner here, waiter? 
Waiter. Dinner, sir? From six till nine, sir. 

Verdant Visiter, Goodness gracious ! Three hours of it! Oh, 
well, as I shall have to pay for it, 1 suppose 1 must try and eat it, 
if I burst!” oe 

s 


AS years go, on the swect poetic illusions fly away with them. 


Thirty years ago he thought even the scent of mignonette too 
coarsely rich. Now, when he comes home and kisses the old woman 
over the doormat, he says, playfully, “Sage and onions '—ah ! bit o’ 


loin pork in—very kind of you my dear, l1've got a twist on 
me that could bite the cross off Be. Paul's.” 


* 

HE was 80 fearful lest his dear wife should over have the least 
occasion to be jealous, that he would actually put on a pair of blue 
spectacles and smear his lips with cocaine, to take the sensation 
away, before he kissed his—mother-in-law ! 


s 
THE Vien, es with her dulcet strains, 
he seems to sever, 

The thrilling notes send forth 

heir peals 
With plaintive throbbing words, 

“ For ever and for ever.” 

These words are strange, I must admit, as she 

Pulls up ‘or meals, 

* 


* 

THE first rays of the morning eun kissed the lilac blossom that 
drooped with the gotten laburnum over the garden wall. Sweet 
and fresh was the breath of early dawn—the breath, indeed !—ah ! 
that reminded her, as she looked upon his restless slumbers. “ Well, 
Charles,” she said, “ | don’t understand ; you haven't been chewing 
a paraftin lamp, and trying to take the taste out of your mouth 
with a box of matches.” No, he had not. He had only been to 
the last smoker of the season—and this, oh! this was his sad reward. 

z= s 


= 
“Wuart did you mean, father, when you eaid this afternoon that 
Mr. Buggins was too animal to please you?” inquired pone Sharp- 
shins, “Humph!” grunted old Sharpshins; “well, my boy, I 
meant that he was an ass-ertive, bull-ying, cow-ardly, cat-egorical. 
dog-matical bore (boar).” ae 
s 


ScENE—At the conclusion of a matrimonial difference. 
Mr. Smith (picking up a newspaper and holding tt in front of 
him upside down). Bah! I never argue with an idiot, madam.” 
Myre, Smith (oh, so quietly and sweetly). No, my dear, of course 
not ; yuur opinions would be too similar to admit of argument. 
ss 


Ld 
“ BEYOND the pale of civilization!” I should like to be beyond 
the pail of that Sairey Jane. The last time I fell over it there was 
enough skin peeled off my nose to make a peck of postage stamps ; 
and if that dress-improver of hers hadn't acted as a sort of buffer I 
should have knocked my blooming brains out. Fact, 


s 
“THERE'S nothing like making a en breakfast, old man,” 
observed Jones; “I can eat a big shi ing smoked haddock, and 
make no bones of it, either.” “Ah, you're very fortunate,” said 
Smith ; “I had a small one for my breakfast this morning, and it 
was nearly all bones.” *.* 


“Do you think beauty is hereditary—er—er—runs in families, 
you know, Mr. SLOPER?” said the professor. “Oh, fr my dear 
sir, undoubtedly,” replied the Eminent ; “look at my little ones!’ 


id 
THE longest day is in June, they say, 
The shortest in December. 
They did not come to me that way ; 
The shortest, I remember, 
You came a day with me to stay, 
And filled my heart with laughter ; 
The longest day you were away, 
The very next day after. 


s. 

SLOPER is sometimes in a quandary—he is still more often in the 
“Blue Pig.” SLOPER, shone aman of honour and always ready 
to pay back a blow with a blow, yet often forgets to pay for his 
whack of “Unsweetened.” SLOPER, asa father, always looks after 
his family—he’ll never leave that there Tootsie alone, so long as 
there's a feller with her that'll standa drink. These things need 
inquiring into, ° 


THE river season is now commencing. Sweet simple girls, who 
have small ankles and red silks, will be always ready to steer. Pic- 
nics will be held on the Thames’ islands. The voice of the lark 
will be heard in the sky, also that of the sunny eyed maiden sweett 
squeaking, “Oh, ma! I won't sit down, those midges sting so dread- 
ful!” is a sweet and happy time! Oh! twig the tart theatrical 
by Sunbury lock at set of sun her booze enjoying ! 


ALLY SLOPER’S ART UNION. 


The next pteture to be given to one of the readers of “ ALLY SLOPER'S HALF-HOLI- 
DAY,” is an oil painting by ARTHUR HACKER, measuring 64 in. x 42 in.,1n @ 
splendid gold frame, and entitled 


s 
“FORSAKEN .,”? 
Make ONE APPLICATION ONLY, by sending an Envelope with this announce- 
ment inclosed, together with your Name and Address, any time before June 30th. 
Addres—“ ALLY SLOPER'S ART UNION.” 
“THE SLOPERIVS,” 99 Shoe Lane, London, E.C. 


%e° This Picture is on View every day between 10 a.m, und 6 p.m., except Salure 
days, when the hours are 10 a.m. and 1 p.m. 


Saturday, June 13, 1891.) 


TOOTSIE AT THE EMPIRE. 


—— 


“WHAT joyous memorieg,” says Snook the Dook, “does not the 
name of Orfeo bring back to us young aril es a decade or two 


k! But. they 
called him Orphée 
then.” Turning to 
& newspaper of 
twenty-one years 
ago, | read, “When 
Richard Wagner, 
composer of the 
future, hears the 
name of Jacques 
Offenbach men- 
tioned, it is reported 
that he cries * Putz- 
tausend,’ that he 
writes a new over- 
ture to Zannhauser, 
and that he bor- 
rows five florins 
seventeen kreutzers 
from the King of 
Bavaria. Richard is 
always crying *Pots- 
tausend !" use 
peopie are always 
talking to him about 
Jacques, If you 
speak about Olfen- 
bach tothe Maestro 
Verdi, he turns pale, 
expectorate:, mur- 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY, 


TWENTY SLOPER 
KEYLESS WATCHES 


GIVEN AWAY EVERY WEEK. 


Cut out and fill in the Label printed below, and post it to :— 


THE “SLOPER" WATCH DEPARTMENT, 
“ The Sloperies,” 99 Shue Lane, London, B.C. 


“Ally Sloper's Half-Holiday,” June 13th, 1894. 


Age__......... Occupation, if any. 


How many times applied .. 


How long a Purchaser of a 
the “a alf-Holiday"' stesrenessssssesecesecoocseseees 


The List Jor this week will eluse on Tuesday evening next, 
June 16th. The List for June 6th will be published in the 
“ HaLF-HOLIDAY” for June 20th, 


253rd WEEK. 


HOW THEY MET. 


—_.> 


NOBODY seemed to know where Beatty Ravenhill went to when 
she left Gillibrand Hall, Todmarsh, after that little split up with 
the Gillibrand 
family—a dis- 
turbance _result- 


a4, ' At 


the unpardonable 
impudence to be 
loved 7 pours 
Harry Gillibrand, 
whose proposal of 
marriage she had 
accepted. The 
moment the state 
of affairs had %& 
reached the ears ~ E 
of Gillibrand, © tee 
sen., and wife, RES: 


Beatty had been a WH} ~--> 
turned from the \ Yoin ia hy 
pisce without oe A if : 

1 H// { ; : 


ing from Beatty, % Bi ily Xe 
“@ mere gover- : al A 
ness,” having had \ i/ 


ing allowed to 
see her lover, ile 
whose absence in _..' 
the hunting field 
was seized upon 
by the indignant 
parents as an ex- 
cellent opportu- 
nity of getting 
rid of the impu- 


murs ‘Corpo di 
Bacco !' and orders 
a dish of ‘macaroni 
and tomatoes, Pf 
Auberis told of the production of a new opera by Offenbach, he takes 
snuff and remarks,‘ Offenbach! qu'est-ce ad eestquega?’ Auber 
pretended never to have heard of Offenbach ; but the whole civilized 
world had, nevertheless, heard of this most vivacious of composers, 
and was full of the fanfare of his renown, The First Gentleman in 
England was reported to have the portrait of Jacques on his cigar- 
case, and Mr. John Hollingshead, we are told, never reti: to 
rest without murmuring, ‘Saxcte Offenbache ora pro nobis!" for 
Offenbach's sparkling music had saved many an operetta at the 
Gaiety from perdition.” And there is this to be said for it, that if 
Offenbach’s music does not attain sublime heights, it at all events is 
even ; and not like Meyerbeer's, for instance, that climbs Heaven's 
heights, and as suddenly lapses into mediocrity, 

Twenty-one years ago! It is long time to look back to, and 
the three rival musicians no 
longer defy each other. Wagner 
no longer thunders; and Auber 
no longer asks, “ What's Offen- 
bach?” and Offenbach is as 
dead as they are, and as hun- 
dreds of light-hearted, short- 
sighted diras who figured so 
gaily in the grand, gay days of 
Louis le Petit. 

To-day Orphée is on the 
boards again, but they call him 
Orfeo, and it is a ballet now, 
not an opera; and it is not 
Otfenbach’s music, but music, 
brand-new and original, by 
Leopold de Wenzel. The story 
is certainly interesting—almost 
thrilling, and the young man, 
turned on to the job by the 
Daily Telegraph, was so 
moved by the spectacle, he 
broke forth thusly :—“ At the 
close of the play,” said the 
D.7, young man, “came the 
dramatic climax. Orfeo has 
found his loved Eurydice, and 
dare not look behind. He 
wraps her in his mantle; he 
clasps her as a lover. The 
touch of union and sympathy 
is there. His face glows 
with triumph, hers is agonized 
with doubt; but the play has 
un ending and a meaning, 
amidst all its frivolity, thanks 
to the ta plang acting of Sig- 
norina Malvina Cavallazzi.” 

Jam glad to think that a Newspaper young man is to be found 
with a soul for poetry, and he is quite right, too, for the situation 
isa very striking one. The scenery y Tel in is, as usual at the 
Hoipire, remarkably good, and Wilhem’s dresses in good taste and 
effective. 

By-the-by, eminent respectability now finds its way regularly to 
the Empire to feast its eyes upon the striking scenes presented, and 
this is as it should be where all is nice and proper. 

__ The story of tho ballet is not quite the same as that you read 
in Lempriére (of which, I trust, vou possess a copy, toned down 
jor ee of ladies’ eer families), but it runs ou these 
ines, € piece opens in the Sacred Grove or Temple of the 
Empire, where Orfeo, who has composed a hymn ED George COQUETTISH CONFIDENCES. . 

Edwardes, is striking bits of it “UNFORTUNATE doesn't describe it,” said the sweet girl, who sat 
out of his lyre, Enter Eurydice, | in the off-side far corner of the Camden-and-Elephant, to the bru- 
whom he embraces—num, num | nette beauty beside her, who nestled her chin in her green feather 
tra-la-ln! But E. has excited ; boa. “It was perfectly awful! I was lying in the hammock, you 
the unholy passion of Pluto, | know,and I had on ay cream nun's veilmg—and that dress always 
the party in possession of Hades, | did suit me, though I say it, dear—and Harry was sitting in the 
to which he, having first con- | wicker chair, reading ‘ Rosmersholm’ to me. It was the loveliest 


dent girl “with- Turned from the place. 
outa stupid fuss,” 

But though nobody knew where she went to, Todmarsh was not 
wanting in people who thought they knew, and who made several 
positive statements, with regard to her new career, on the strength 
or weakness of that thinking. The vicar's wife was quite certain 
she had seen her dancing in one of the Alhambra ballets when last 
she (the v.'s w.) was up in town on mission work : and the vicar's 
daughter could have stated on oath that the woman she saw emerg- 
ing from the Diccapilly Divan, on the night she (the v.'s d.) was in 
that neighbourhood with her maiden aunt, was Beatty Ravenhill, 
and no other. ‘The Curate of Todmarsh Church had met her in the 
Pavalero at the very minute that the Curate of Little Todmarsh 


46 years, nf Church had dropped across her in the saloon at the Tivilion, she 
ee ah coerce Labourer, 2 Grosvenor Road. Age, OUC LA | being dressed in Thue in the first place and pink in the second, So 


8. WILLIAM GROVE, Clerk, 16 High Street, Age, 37 years. Subscriber—from | YOU see, the people of Todmarsh had a pretty good idea as to what 
No, 5. — i . RAST GRINSTEAD, had become of Beatty, for were they not in the poesession of the 
9. v. H. PROCTOR, Barman, bree of Mr. G. Woods, Log oe pea ie tome dct enn upon which to Le their conclusions? 
ju years, 10 months, (Near ‘ho wou e loubt the imo vicar's wife, a v 
10. HIRAM JAMES WILKES, Engineer, 29 Milton Street. Age, 32 years, Sub- ¥ he Lesioanny Ot 6 TRanetiee : — 
scriber—6 years, 9 months. MIDDLESBRO’. ‘ l ; f full 
11, JAMES CORNELL, Stone Mason, Ross Hall, Crookston. Age, 25 years, Sub- blow, oor i 
scriber—6 years, 3 months. PAISLEY. lown country 
12. LIZZIE STEAD, Milliner, Belle Vue Avenue, Age, 21 years. Subscriber—¢ bred curates ? 
Harry Gillibrand 


Bhs RAMSGATE, 
18. THOMAS T. HODGSON, Corporal R. E., Ordnance Survey, Chigwell House. was_ heartbroken 
at the loss of his 


‘ sont OCEE mae years, a ae REDHILL. —=— 
4. . STOCKS, zur Smith, 7 Gloucester Place, ucester Street. = S . 
Age, 34 years, Subscriber—since October, 1884, SHEFFIELD. H sweetheart. This 
15, JOHN BATES, Paper Maker, May Villa. ‘Age, 80 years, Subscriber — C3 condition led 
a him, as it leads 
most of us who 


years. SNODLAND. 

16. MARTHA A. COLLINS, Keeper's Wife, Hall End Cottages. Ave. 34 
Kk get like that, to 
come to townand 


years, Subscriber—6 years, 6 weeks. TAMWORTH. 

17, JAMES PINNER, Signalman, Roudham Junction. Age, 27 years. Sub- 
seriber—since May, 1884, THETFORD, hi If 
18. SERGEANT R. JEFFRIES, Soldier, Depot, Hunts Regiment. Age, 31 years, enjoy himself. 
Subsoriber—since June, 1884, WINCHESTER. Town enjoyment 
19. FREDERICK KNIGHT, China Warehouseman, 18 Richmond Road, Wylds’ is the very best 
Lane. Age, 24 years. Subscriber—since No. J. WORCESTER. thing for broken 
20, HARRY CHEESMAN, 3 Holt Street Buildings, Age, 22 years. Subscriber hearts. Have you 
—since commencement, WREKHIAM, ever tried it? Do. 
But it has its 
drawbacks, and 
getting “run in” 


for being a dis- 
interes specta- 
tor of a drunken 
row, whose hap- 
pening is the sig- 
nal for numerous 
policemen to 
emerge from the 
shadow of several 
doorways, and ar- 
rest all the wrong 

people, is one of 
them. It was five minutes over closing time that Harry, aftera pretty 
lively round of pleasure, found himself in the hands of the relentless 
Law, being marched off to Bow Street on a charge of riotous con- 
duct outside a restaurant near Charing Cross—the real offender 
having been taken to Vine Street two or three minutes before the 
arial upon the scene of the disturbance of Harry's escort. But 
they had to arrest somebody, and Harry being handy when they 
rushed up to do their duty, Harry was their man. Impartial Law! 

A wire had been sent to Gillibrand Hall, apprising Harry's 

rents of his position, and on gti | morning—Harry having 
fees: taken in charge on Saturday night—old Gillibrand was in 
court, with his hand ready in his pocket to pay the fine. 

This was “twenty shillings and costs.” 

Harry and his father were leaving the court, but on seeing that 
the next “charge” was a woman, and, by her back, which was 
turned to them, probably u young and pretty one, the two fancied 
remaining a little 
while, 

It was a case of 
attempted sui- 
cide. The young 
lady was tired of 


LIST FOR MAY 8Oth. 


“ Sloper" Watches have been given to the following :— 
pe ng 


1, ARTHUR T. DALE, Journalist, 24 Wellington Street, Strand. Age, 34 years. 
Subscriber—since commencement. LONDON, 

2. M. HARRINGTON, Farrier, 51 Stadium Street, West Chelsea, Age, 54 years, 
Subscriber—since 1484, LONDON, 

3. THOMAS GEORGE PURKISS, Gas Fitter, 303 Roman Road, Old Ford. Age, 
20 years, Subscriber—6 years, 37 weeks. LONDON, 

4. JOHN H. WEBBE, Secretary, 47 Whitmore Road, Small Heath. Age, 29 
years. Subscriber—since first issue, BIRMINGHAM, 

5. SARAH JANE BOWELS, Landledy, “George and Hog Inn,” Beer Curt Lane. 
Age, 38 years. Subscriber—¢ years, CANTERBURY, 

6. WETHERILL DUNNILL, Public Caterer, Dining Rooma, Market Place. Age, 
Subscriber—from commencement. CLEETHORPES, 


Eurydice and Orfeo. 


Bow Greer 


IN PRAISE OF SUMMER. 


SUMMER has burst on us, welcome summer, 
Every blossom has burst its bud ; 
There is lemon-squash in the kindly rammer, 
And even the Strand is devoid of mud. 
Strawberries redden, potatoes harden, 
Breezy are balmy, the rain cloud lifts ; 
Housemaids are hanging out clothes in the garden— 
Stockings and collars aud socks and shifts, 


Babes are borne in the arms of nusses, 
Taking the air, a contented load; 
Clerks rejoice on the tops of 'buses 
Costers are gay in the Old Kent Road. 
*Arry is glad of the gorgeous weather ; 
The “Welsh Harp,” Hendon, has fixed his mind. 
‘Arriet’s hat, with a fresh curled feather, 
Sounder than ever attracts mankind, 


Down Piccadilly the drags go bounding, 
Hasting to Kempton or Hampton Court, 
Horns are blowing, and bounders bounding ; 

Beauty giggles, and steeds cavort. 
Smiles come out upon careworn faces, 
And stop for the whole of an afternoon ; 
Banjos are brought from their bags and cases, 
Ané music is wafted on winds of June. 


_—_-.____. 


In the hands of the Law. 


Two of the children from Orfeo, 


nived at her death by the bite | evening imaginable; there wasn't a sign of the moon and not a keeping, ortryin 
of a venomous snake, conveys ; single aria 4 was lighted; oh! it was perfectly delicious. And | to keep, Life's 
her. Why, if Eurydice has been | Harry was holding my hand, and kept the hammock gently sway- | lamp in trim, and 


had attempted to 
extinguish it in 
the Thames. — 
By occupation 
—now lost—she 
was @ governess, 
and her name 
was Beatrice 
Ravenhill ! 
“Have you 
anyone in court?” 
asked the judge, 
addressing the 
wretched girl in 
a kind tone— 
“anyone who 
would promise to 
take care of you 
if I let you off?” 
Beatty shook 
her head. Buta 
voice from the 
back of the court 
contradicted her ; 
and that voice, ss 
which was Harry's, said—“TI guess you have!" 6 «© « +» 
Todmarsh did not object to the marriage one atom now, It wits 
all su romantic, you know !—" 8v deléght/ully romantic!” 


ing backwards and forwards; and presently he leaned for ard, 
with his face almost touching mine, and I knew he was just about 
to say someting awfully nice, when, what do you think ?—the 
“horrid, beastly, detestable rope broke; and, oh! the force with 
which I came down on that wretched pearl 
“ All fares f'r Oxf'd Street,” growled the conductor, putting in his 
head ; and the rest of the confession was lost to us, 


n good girl, she should, when 
dead, go downwards instead of 
upwards, a little . puzzles me; 
but | suppose it is all right 
Orfeo lle, and finds her 
alive, and, if not actually kick- 
ing, occasionally raising the toe 
to more than ordinary altitudes. 

Hades, on the whole, does not 
seem to bea bad sort of a place, 
and it is more than probable 
that if some of the male Salva- 
tionists wandered down, the 
might not want to come bask 
again for some time. However, 
Orfeo isn’t that sort, and, in 
spite of fearful obstacles, his 
Eurydice is rescued, and all 
ends happily ever afterwards, 

For the rest of the Empire 
entertainment, Dolly is still in 
the bill, and Chirgwin. Paul 
Cinquivalleand Charles Coborn, 
There is, too, Madame Rividre, 
who sings with vivacity. Two 
Russian boys do some first-rate step dancing, and there are 
piper other items well worthy of attention. Altogether, a 
good show, 


“WHAT THE EYE DON’T SEE,” etc. 

It happened that young Reggie came home from Kton just about 
the time that his elder brother Hugh, who held a commission in a 
marching regiment out in India, came home on furlough, and what 
more natural than that the oldster should offer to take the 
youngster to see a play? The youngster wanted very much to go 
and see Hamlet, that was then being played, but the dlasd oldster 
voted it too slow, Still the youngster was anxious, 

“Fact is, Reggie,” replied Hugh, “I know the belly thing by 
heart ;" but eventually he gave in to the youngster's wish, and they 
went. The senior yawned through the performance until it came 
to the burial scene, when he became suddenly interested. By this 
time the youngster had had enough of it, and wanted to be off. 

“No, wait a bit,” persisted Hugh ; “I've never seen this before.” 

“What?” ejaculated the young ‘un; “why, I thought you knew 
it by heart?” 

“So I do—up to this part. Y' see, I've gen'rally been round at 
the back by this time, taking Ophelia out to supper when she was 
being buried.” 

y hs bs 
uy * 


Pluto. “I guess you have,” 


Little Tomkins. Well, good-bye, Brown ; but 
Twish you would have my overcuat, it’sa north 


custer blowing. 


%,° Miss Sloper will be delighted to receive photographs from those 


a her friends whose portratis have not yet been inseried. 
TOOTSIE’S FRIENDS. 


No. 186.—Miss ADA BILTON. 


“T cannot rest till I have told my passion,” 
“ My very soul I'd barter for her love.” 
“ Once again am I a love-sick swain.” 


(1) Sick and tired of it all, the Laird determines to leave the Browside 


for ever. 


—The Dook Snook. 
—Lord Bob, 
—The Hon, Billy, 


Shoeblack, No, miss, I couldn't think of taking money of you ; 
one kiss on your polished wes will meet my requirements. 


account, 


Dora, The man who marries me must have a good big bank 


Edna, You don't mean to say that you will marry so!ely for money ? 
Dora. No, not exactly; but if anyone swears he loves me, I shall 
require a deposit merely as an evidence of good faith. 


(Saturday, June 13, 1891. 


“T have taken to cigarette smoking, and 
actually dote upon it. Try it, dear. It is, 


of course, needless to ask you if you have 
found out the pocket in which your hus- 
band keeps his cigarette case ?"—rtract 
Jrom Letter of young Lady. 


(1). On sunny afternoons, an aged cripple, with his nose in splints, may be observed 
wowly taking the air in front of Mildew Court. That aged cripple is known to the 
world at large as A. SLOPER. A railway accident? Oh, no, He had been to inter- 
view Dr. W. G. Grace, and, in a weak moment, consented to do a little practice with 
tlmt gentleman. it was like this. The cricket season being, as well as the weather 
will permit, now im full swing.—(2). And Tootsie having just joined the Lady 
Cricketers, and got her friend Alias to make her a pretty costume to play in, A. 
SLOPER thought it was due to the champion and to his child to turn his thoughts to 
that noble and thoroughly English game.——(3). “Glad to see you,” said Dr. Grace. 
“ Just arrived at the right moment. I want to practise and sumeone to bow! for me— 
willyon?" “With pleasure!” cried the Eminent. “Shall we interview before or 
after?” Dr. Grace considered for a moment—“ Oh, after. Here, Fll lend you a cap.” 


= EE ad 
(3.) “Pull, laddies, pull,” hissed the Minister, “and give him 
the ram.” 


DISTINGUISHED PEOPLE INTERVIEWED BY A. SLOPER.—W. G. GRACE. Esq. 


4 


After several “no balls” and “ wides,” Dr. Grace suggested that A. SLOPER should 
take a turn with the bat.—(4). “ Play.!” cried the champion, and the ball flew from 
his hand on to the side of the Aged's nose, who ed to “cover point” with his 
hand in order to see how much uf that useful organ was left to him for further use. 
“He calls that play,” groaned A. SLOPER to himself ; then, with feigned cheerfulness, 
as he wiped the tears from his eyes and tried to look pleasant, “ How's that, umpire?” 
“ Nose before,” replied Dr. Grace. “Then [ may consider myself out?” “ You may.” 
“Thank heaven!” “And now as to the interview. ALLY?” “I think,” replied A, 
SLOPER, as he applied the cool side of the bat to his burning boco, “ we will put it off 
till next time.”"——(5). And whenever that may be, the Mouldy One is determined 
to be prepared. He is not quite so enthusiastic about cricket as he was, and scon- 
siders that pads might be used with advantage on other places than the lega. 


THE LAIRD SAILS FOR OTHER CLIMES. 


(3) And the Laird said,“ Am anither victim to the ramifications o’ 
orthodox Christianity.” 


th 
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ALAN Mon AM! 
‘ EST: Ce Que 
Vous-AVEZ , \ 
BACKE ” 
LE'VINNER ¢ 


Che Gale -0f-a-Wenie- 
OUR WEEKLY WHIRLIGIG. 


Once again you see, ladies and spreader have I come up to time for the I forget how many | Sul here; We've not had much of him this year :—They thought the ship, so runs the tale, Had 
hundredth round. _Once again am [ enabled to present you with a graphic representation of | struck a rock, but 'twasawhale:—Le Priz de Paris here behold! Our Derby equal, so I'm told :-— 
seven curious and interesting events, Whatever happens, | am there, let it occur in Bayswater | Great is the cost, it will be acen, Of keeping up a football team :—Oh! what a lot of troubles are 
OF Timbuctoo, in Old Kent Road or the Riviera, lam ubiquitous. But, let us commence :—TZhe | Caused by the simple Baccarat :— Tis quite a minor Lord Mayor's Show When to St. Paul's these 
Guards all trovped their colours gay In honvur of the Queen's birthday :— We're very pleased to see | worthies go.—There you are, hope you've enjoyed it—THE SLOPERIAN SHOWMAN, 


SHE WAS SATISFIED. 


JACK ASHORE. 
“Why are these photos stuck up outside?" “Oh, 1 expect they are 
WHAT COURAGE! the people who haven't paid.” 


“Keep behind me, Maria ; I'll protect you!” 


. ED 


TWO WAYS OF LOOKING AT IT. 


Milliner, T think this shape would be more appropriate for your daughter, madame. 


Mr. Snaffedit. Curse it! if the bolt of the gate hadn't been fast, of , vhte 
this wouldn't have happened. oe mony dl eres herself upon her youthful appearance, savayely). My daughter! What STUMPE D 
Owner of gate. Don’t you make no blocmin’ herror, Mister. If the Milliner (who sees she has made an error). Oh, miss, you mistake me; I was addressing my Dentist, You'd better try our guinea jaw, 
bolt of your hogs hadn't been fast, the geat ‘ud been all right now. remarks to the other ludy, your mother, as I thought. Patient, No fear! my missis has got “ jaw” enough for both. 


199 


ALLY-CAMPANE. 


_->— 


SAUSAGE AND SMASHED! 

THE report, originating with a German waiter at a certain 
restauraut not a hundred miles from “99,” that the entire staft at 
“The Sloperies” are 
shortly to be sacked, 
and a cargo of Onion- 
Eating, Sausage-Suck- 
ing Deutschers put in 
their place, is simply 
as ridiculous as 
it is insulting. 
A. SLOPER may 
have done a 
good 
many 
unace 
count. 
able 
things 
in his 


rather 
than 
engage 
even 
halfa 
man 
made 
in Ger- 
many, 
he 


would 
put the 
shutters up for ever and ever in Shoe Lane, and cease to observe that 
—“To enable you to compete for his £1,000 Prize, you must 
show SLOPEn that you have bought his paper for six months ; 
therefore, commencing with ‘ALLY SLOPER’s HALP-HOLIDAY 
for January 3rd, 1891, cunt out the first paragraph in ‘Ally- 
Campane’ from each week's paper, and keep the cuttings by you 
until June 27th, 1891, when you will have twenty-six in’ your 
eae Then add two lines to complete the following Nursery 
hyme s— 


“There was an old Fossil named SLOPER, 


He fell down the stairs, 


That unfortunate, fruity, old SLOPER!” 
The dotted lines have to be filled in, and the first, and second, and 
third and fourth lines must rhyme. Write the Rhyme out on a 
piece of paper, with your name and address at the top, and post it, 
with the twenty-six cuttings, as svon after June 27th as you can, 
to “Sloper’s £1,000 Competition.” Don't post the 
Rhyme or any of the cuttings until you have the twenty-six—that 
ix, one from each week's “ HAULP-HOLIDAY,” commencing January 
3rd, 1891, and ending June 27th, 1891. To the writer of the best 
Rhyme will be awarded ‘ A. SLOPER, ever thoughtful, 
keeps Back Numbers in stock. ¢ « 
s 


On the evening of May 23th, the night after the Derby, 2 concert 
held at the Tolmer's Institute, for the benetit of the widow and 
eight children of the late John Pi- 
doux, was graced by the presence 
of A, SLOPER and suite. The pre- 
vious day at Epsom had been a 
sultry one for the Family, and in 
some cases the change from the mad 
excitement of welshing to the more 
soothing influence of music in the 
Tottenham Court Koad seemed too 
much for them. Those, however, of 
the party who did not indulge in 
asiesta with a snoring accompani- 
ment, were very pleased with the 
entertainment. 4» « 

s 


Wi1TH « heart overbrimming 
with kindliness and a bottle of good 
old “Unsweetened” in his coat- © 
tail pocket, the Eminent, accom- 
panied by Alexandry, took part in 
au procession for the benefit of 
the Paddington Green Children's 
Hospital, on Sunday, May 3lst. 
“Tf these outings are going to 
be reg'lar, feyther,” wutied the 
Apple of the Old Man's Eye, as 
he removed bits of decayed banana 
from his Sunday Best, “I shall 
have to wear a mackintosh.” And 
before the reply came, the head 
ofa defunct cod, in, to say the ent 
a@ very coddy condition, too, alighted on the Revered Topknot. 

ss 
s 


‘IF the juror who tackled the Prince of Wales in the Baccarat 
Case will kindly communicate with A, SLorEeR, he will hear of 
something to his advantage. 5 « 

= 


THE policy of reviving Wild Oats at the Criterion is very much 
to be questioned. In itself, the comedy is, of course, areryiting 
that can be desired ; 
but it is a moot 
point whether, 
during recent years, 
the play has not 
been a little over- 
done, Charles 
Wyndham, it is 
true, again gives 
his excellent ren- 
dering of the char- 
acter of Rover, and 
David James and 
Edward Righton 
are, of course, ac- 
ceptable in what- 
ever characters 
they essay; but still, 
there is a certain 
amount of tame- 
ness about the revi- 
val, from the spec- 
tators’ point of 
view, that, work 
how they may, 
theartistes engaged 
in the play utterly 
failtoremove. The 
theatre, it must be 
acknowledged, — is 
pretty full every 
night, but the audience seems. asa rule, unappreciative, and stinted 
applause only greet the public favourites nightly. If Charles 
Wyndham will be advised by us, he will at once remove the piece 
from the boards, and either give us an original plav, or something 
with which the public are less familiar than Wild Oats. 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 


In Boston a man is not allowed to kiss his better-half in the 
pail streets, and recently a husband and wife were arrested and 
heavily fined for participa. 

| ting in the delights of 
osculation in one of the 
main thoroughfares of 
that city. This is a nice 
state of things to be in 
vogue in a civilized city, 
Fancy such a barbaric state 
of things spreading to Lon- 
don, Great Scott! what a 
calamity it would be. 
Why, to deprive an En- 
glishman of kissing a 
pretty girl where and when 
1e pleases would be almost 
as as robbing him of 
life itself. *\° 


Lorp SHEFFIELD has 
definitely settled to take a 
strong team of English 
cricketers over to Australia 
in ¢he autumn. The ser- 
vices W. G, Grace, 
Briggs, Peel, Lohmann and 
Attewell have already been 
secured, and negotiations 
are in course of progress 
to obtain the services of 
A. SLoPER. Should Lord 
Sheftield be successful in 
securing the services of P 
the latter gentleman the team will be one that it will be hard, indeed, 
to beat. *\* 


£1:1:0 and the “SLopER AWARD OF MERIT" have been 
presented to EDWARD P. SHARP, 14 Minster Street, Reading, for 
the best preventative against “The Demon Influenza,” 

Buy the “HAL¥-HOLipay." It promotes circulation and enervates the 
system; avoid contact with influential people; smoke hard, as a disinfectant ; 
and drink copiously of “ Unsweetened,” for microbes never attack spirits. 


s 
THE Hon, Billy is still in training for his forty days’ fast, and is 
putting on flesh rapidly. As his weight increases enormously 
daily, arrengerun have been made for the manufacture of 
special weighing machines, as the ordinary apparatus are useless, 
fur the purpose of obtaining his correct weight. 


. 
Before—Ascot, glorious Ascot! lenps blissful time of balmy 
breezes and cerulean skies—lobster salad, plovers' eggs, cold chicken 
and unlimi- 
ted cham- 
gne. Vision 

of hurried 
flirtations, 
fashionable 
and gaily 
dressed 
crowd. Back- 
ing winners 
unbounde 
weaith. 
BLEss Ascot! 
After—AsB- 
cot, thrice 
confounded 

Ascot! 
wretched, 
miserable 
veriod of 

lizzardsand 
hailstorms, 
semi -starva - 
tion on half 
saturated 
sandwich 
and rain drip- 
pings. Vision 
of attendant 
“Old Dutch,” 
bad tempered 
and unman- 
nerly crowd: of damp and mackintoshed individuals, Backing 
wrong ‘uns, Ootless, oufless ! D——N Ascot! 

s* 


* 

UvuDOUBTEDLY one of the most interesting pieces in London 
is The Idler, which is now enjoying a loug run at the St, James’ 
Theatre. Replete with incident, and written iu a powerful vein, 
the piece has in it all the elements of prosperity, and George 
Alexander is to be pu) era upon the success of his first ven- 
ture at the hitherto unfortunate St. James’. 
s¢ 


* 

TuE highly attractive programme provided by the Alhambra 
management includes one specially attractive item which the 
Eminent advises all good Sloperites not to miss, viz., the marvel- 
lous jumping feats of G. W, Rowdon, Since the day+ when “the 
little dog went into ecstasies of mirth to behold such sport, and 
the cow jumped over the moon,” the performance of that legendary 
quadruped has not been beaten, but, bless you ! Rowdon could do 
it if he liked. A. SLOPER says su, and he ought to know; he's an 
authority on “jumps.” “.* 

IN an article on gracefulness in a contemporary, the writer 
asserts that the women of the East admittedly bear off the palm 
for grace, and attributes 
that fact to the loose and 
flowing robes in which they 
are arrayed and to the cir- 
cumstance that their feet 
having never been confined 
within the narrow limits of 
a patent shoe, hey walk su 
much better than the 
women of more advanced (?) 
countries, After the Orien- 
tal comes the American, 
and then the Parisian, says 
the writer, who also con- 
tends that of all the many 
acquisitions of grace, the 
most desirable is to be able 
to enter and leave a room ~ 
properly. The Eminent 
a with this. He has 
often entered a room pro- 

rly, but very seldom left 
it in a like manner, 


AFTER conferring with 
certain high authorities in 
the Royal Courts of Justice, < 
the Mildewed Edifice has 
been pleased to confer the 
“Sloper Award of Merit” 
upon ARTHUR T. VPAsk, 
because he's written for ALLY for seven years, 
Arthur, ain't you, feyther? He tells you such funny tales.” 


“I'm very fond of 
And 


an expression of doubt came o'er the Old Man's visage as he said, 


“ Fairy tales, Alec!) Are they fairy ta'es?" 


(Saturday, June 13, 1891, 


A CHRONICLE OF CURIOUS EVENTS. 
A CALENDAR FOR THE WEEK ENDING JUNE 20th, 1991, 
jaieoands 

14th June, 1800.—Mount St. Bernard is so called from 4 
monastery founded on it by Bernardine Menthon. Bonaparte !«j 
his troops by this pass to the plains of Lombardy, before the batt, 
of Marengo, fought on the above date. A traveller who visited the 
monastery of the monks of St. Bernard a few years ago, found the 
monks teaching their dogs from the earliest stages of puppy hood, 
Not only is pi and mental training included in the teachin, 
but spiritual culture is by no means neglected. At mealtime the 
dogs sit in a row, each with a tin dish before him containing },j, 
repast. Grace is said by one of the monks; the dogs sit motion. 
less with bowed heads. Not one stirs until the“ Amen” is spoke, 
Ifa aly puppy begins on his meal before grace is over, au ulder 
dog growls and gently tugs his ear. 


165th June, 1699.—“This week,” says Evelyn, under thi: 
date, “died Conyers Seymour, killed in a duel caused by a siigit 
affront in St. James’ Park given him by one who was envious «/ 
his gallantries, for he was a vain, foppish young man, who vide 
a great éclat about town by his splendid equipage and boundless 
expense. He was twenty-three years old.” 


16th June, 1828.—“ Some time agon lady at Pontefract,’ avs 
@ newspaper of this date, “ purchased from a dag-dealer a beautiful 
little French poodle. In a few weeks, however, the poor little 
fellow was observed to grow unaccountably dull and stupid, his 
mirthfulness and vivacity were lost ; he became snappish, refused 
his food, and ultimately crept into a corner, where he gave up the 
ghost. His mistress determined upon having him stuffed. Judge 
of the astonishment of all when it was discovered, upan the 
operator soe his first incision, that the little pet, instead of 
being a veritable French le, was no other than an English 
mongrel, sewed up in the hide of a dog of a more valuable species,” 
The horrible sufferings of the poor creature may be imagined. 


17th June, 1719.—Tom Moore says of Joseph Addison, who 
died this day, that, according to the traditions of Holland House, 
he used, when composing, to walk up and down the long gallery 
there with a bottle of wine at each end of it, which he finished 
during the operation. There is a little white house, too, near the 
turnpike, to which he used to retire when the countess was particu- 
larly troublesome. 


18th June, B.O. 2348.—The top: of the mountains were this 
day first seen by the inhabitants of the Ark, seventy-four days from 
the resting of the vessel on Mount Ararat, in Armenia, Mandeville, 
in his travels, says, “ Men may see it afar in clear weather. The 
mountain is seven miles high, and some men say they have seen 
and touched the ship, and put their fingers in the parts where the 
devil went out when Noah said, ‘ Benedicite.’” 


19th June, 1806.—Arthur Murphy, dramatist, died this day 
at Knightsbridge, aged seventy-five. He left the stage for the bar, 
and, in after life, became a commissioner of bankrupts (!). 


echt ec ci aoa ike SiS EE a 

20th June, 1839.—A hive of bees, the property of Abraham 
Hodzson, of Outland Cottage, near Armathwaite, cast no less than 
four times in the course of fourteen days. The first cast took place 
on this day, and the whole of the swarms, which had been safeiy 
hived, were strong and healthy. The first cast at this time cun- 
tained upwards of 20 lbs, weight of honey. 


OFFENDED DIGNITY. 

It was Monday morning at Bow Street Police Oourt. Two of 
the most veracious officers in the E Division had testified to the 
awful set-to which they, with eighteen others. had succeeded in 
quelling in Sardinia Street, W.C., on the preceding Saturday signi, 
and no sound could be heard, save the heavy thing of the 
prisoner, who, one mass of plaster and surgical bandages, had been 
allowed a chair in the dock. ; ; 

“ How is it,” Sir John Bridge asked, in his kindliest tones, of the 
battered individual, “that you eld men take such a disgraceful 
part in these orgies?” P 

“ Disgracef'l, y'r_ honour!" retorted the prisoner, quite hurt; 
“ may be ye're thinkin’ o’ Moike Calla‘han, who retoired on ashuttorr, 
Shure, three brokin ribs an’ a left oye clane gone is not su disgrace- 
ful, sorr, for a bhoy 0’ sixty-seven !” 


THE ALL-PERVADING “AD.” 

“GEORGE, dear,” she eaid, like the kind good little woman that she 
was, “you are tired, [ can see. You have had a hard day, | know. 
This advertising business is killing you ; you never seem to get any 
rest from it. Lie down now, on the sofa, and I will read to you. 

“Bless you!” murmured the weary man, who had just joineda 
new newspaper in the capacity of advertisement canvasser, as he 
eank down upon the sofa. ; 

And she read aloud :—“As they sat there upon the rustic seat, 
watching the blue and foaming river, and the birch-trevs witha 
licclier tint quivering inthe sunset air,an expression, half of pain, 
half of anzxicty, suffused her beautiful brow, and spoke from the 
thrilling tenderness of her soft dark eye. Ed ardo saw it,and was 

rplered, His check was flushed, his eye gleamed with dazzling 

ustre, She turned her head ; she met that glance, and, troubled, 
she withdrew her own, ‘ Mabel, he said, ‘may I call you Mabel ?— 
let me call you my Mabel—I—I lore you——_ But she withdrew 
her hand and turned away her face, and no wonder——" 

The little woman paused in her reading, for the story had worked 
up her emotions. : ore , 

“Goon, dear—I'm getting impatient,” said the audience from the 
sofa. 

Wiping her eyes, she went on :—“ and no wonder! She was 
snferin Srom an obstinate attack of indigestion and dyspepsia, 
which thousands of physicians have failed to cure, but which two J 
Shoreham's celebrated B 41 Liver Lifters would instantly have— 


* * * * 
“ D— it!” groaned the advertising agent, still on the sofa. 
“Give me my hat! Let me get out of it!’ 
SS 


THE TIDAL TRAIN. 

THE tidal train from Harwich, bringing a more than usually 
numerous crowd of German loafers with it, rolled into Liverpool 
Street Station the other day and commenced spre had yer In due 
course the brake-van guards shifted the chattels au movables vt 
the adventurous Teutons from the waggons to the platform. It 
was in one huge pile there, awaiting assortment at the hands of the 
proper officials ; but one particularly dirty and anxious subject of 
the Kaiser Wilhelm's started pulling things over on his own 
necount, and would have mixed matters very considerably but for 
the intervention of a porter. 

“'Ere, what are y’ after?” 

“Mein wife's drunk,” replied the embryo sweater. ' aa 

“Oh, is she? Tell ‘er to come for ‘er rubbish when she's sober! 


ALLY SLOPER’S 
FREE LIFE INSURANCE. 


£1 50 will be paid by MR. GILBERT Daziet, the Pr 
prietor uf “ ALLY SLOPER'S HALF-HOLIDAy,” Co the 


nezrt-of-hin of any Man, Woman, Boy, or Girl (Railway Servant 
on duty excepted) who shall happen to meet with his er her death 
in a Railway Accident, in any part of the United Ainge 
PROVIDED a copy of the current isaue of * ALLY SLOPER'S Hatr- 
Honipay” be found upon the Deceased at the time of the Accident. 
“ALLY SLOPER'S HALF-HOLIDAY" ts published throughout is 
United Kingdom every Thursday morning at 8 o'clock, and ¢ ne 
Insurance laste one week from that time, expiring at 8 0 clues 
the following Thursdan moratoa. 
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THE FEMININE FACTOTUM! 


arranges to su 


Dill paying, debt collecting, ete., eve.) 


TAKE notice! 


esired : 


required ! 
No household's 


servan 
to say), 
Factotum is fervent, 


day: 


“ For 
dwelling, 


The 


ners,— 
Yea, Everything Done While you Wait!” 
They'll supervise shopping, from ripe to a trousseau, 
Your clothes they will mend—or thev'll make; 
If yon wish them to find you a mate, they will do so, 
And order the breakfast and cake. 
They'll collect all your bad debts on a certain commission, 
Your business or love notes they'll pen,— 
In short, by their novel and varied position, 
They'll haply guéte knock out us men! 
With their buying and selling, etc, 


——_—__>—___—_ 


A SONATA. 


hat slender income arising from “what poor papa 


turned from the diggings. 
ked all their dearest friends to meet him. 


ng of the gong, the eldest daughter but one, Mel 


pon it, asked :— 
“Unele, deah, would you like a sonata before your dinnah?” 


bracing up, “I 


nother.” 
SLOPER’S PRESENTS. 


phat you are in want of, and post it to:— 


ALLY'S “PRESENT” DEPARTMENT, 
“The Sloperica,” 99 Shee Lane, London, E.C. 


neclope whether it isa Lady or Gentleman applying. 


" Ally Sloper’s Half-Holiday,” June 48th, 1891. 


© “Sloper Watches” will not be given, 
228th WEEK. 


LIST FOR MAY 80th. 


The following “ Presents” have been made :— 
1, Mrs, J. HUCKNALL, Rose Cottage, WOODHALL SPA. 
A SET OF FISH KNIVES AND FORKS. 
2. GEORGE TOWNSEND, 183 Seymour Street, Euston Road, LONDON. 
A BICYOLE HORN. 


TOOTSIE’S MATRIMONIAL AGENCY. 


Advertisements will be inserted in this 
polunn free of charge, provided the 
Sender's Name and Address are inclosed, 
ot for publication, but as a guarantee 

good faith, Tootsie undertakes to 
orward, unopened and post-Sree, all 
letters received in reply do the adver- 
isements, Address— 


OOTSIE, “MATRIMONIAL AGENCY,” 


“THE SLOPERIES,” 
99 Shoe Lane, London, E.C, 


| 
i 


1 IZZIE AND EMILY, both dark, of 

loving dispositions, musical and domesticated 
Lizzie tall, with blue eyes, Emily medium height, 
ith dark eyes—woull like to correspond with 
wo gentlemen with view to matrimony. Must 
affectionate and fond of home. Photos 
xchanged, if desired. Address —*“ LIzZiE or 


HHBP? to 25, with a view to matrimony. Please send photo, 


f possible, 
Ma RRY,” Tootsie’s Matrimonial Agency. ee 


Fiew to matrimony. 
§ Donia Agency, 


Tom and ERNEST,” Tootsie’s Matrimonial Agency. 


[One of the latest professions for ladies is that of the Feminine Factotum, who 
rintend all your shopping, cooking, making, mending, visiting, 


Now ready! 
The Female Factotum !— 
A plan that has long been 


Each Factotum, whate'er her 
great gifts doth devote 


em, ; 
To do everything that’s 


complete 
that has xvt this new 


rvant 
(Or .“ Help,” "twere politer 
For, mind you, this first-rate 


And thus advertises each 


guiding your 


For buying or selling, 
dy Factotum 


is great ; 
From dunning and din- 


ners, 
To ‘spotting’ the win- 


THEY were an exceedingly cultured family, living gay the some- 
eft,” but they 
had golden expectations when poor papa's brother, Uncle Ezekiel, 
And when at last he did come the 
The “ occasion " too! 
he form of « dinner party, and a noble company, indeed, ‘twas 
hat gathered to discuss it. And whilst they waited for the sound- 
f mene Maud, 
ppening the music-rack of the piano and placing a piece by Chopin 


“Well, my bonny gal,” replied Uncle Zike, smacking his lips and 
‘ad two on my way ‘ere, but | reckon I can stand 


Cut out and fill in the Label printed below, expressing a wish 


*,° Applicants must write distinctly in left-hand corner of 


CHOOLMASTER, aged 27, light complexion, happy disposition, 
Strong and athletic, would like to correspond with a fpuns lady, aged from 
Aduresa— 


EANNIE, aged 26, an orphan, Scotch, tall, dark, and grey eves, 
Wishes to correspon] with a gentleman about 30, of moderate means, with a 
Address, in strict confidence, “JEANNIE,” Tootsie s Matri- 


pom AND ERNEST, aged 25 and 23 respectively, both considered 
or fairly good looking, and in good positions, would like to correspond wit’: 

© young ladies, age about 21, with a view to matrimony. Must be affectionate 
Nd musical. Please inclose photos, which will be returned, if desired. Address -- 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 
THE EDITOR'S LETTER-BOX. 


WESTGARTH STREET, WOOLOOMOOLOO, VICTORIA, 
AUSTRALIA, April 28th, 1891. 

DEAR ToMATO NOSE,—An intense wave of depression swept 
over the usually quiet “ city " of Wooloomooloo this morning. As 
midday approached, the shutters of several shops were hoisted half 
mast high, and a policeman was found ina dead faint on his beat 
(drunk). Men stvod at street corners whispering in a most myste- 
rious manner, and wails of woe and lamentation were heard far and 
near. It appears that atrain left the“ small village" of Melbourne 
the night before, with several bundles of your papers on board, that 
the locusts had overtaken the train and eaten up everything, in- 
cluding the “HALF-HouIDAys.” All that could be found after the 
catastrophe was a whisky bottle and a clay pipe. The matter has 
been sent on to the headquarters at Lal Lal, and a full inquiry will 
be held, In the meantime the people of Wooloomooloo will go 
without their “ HALF-HoLipDAys,” and probably all die within a 
week, You will probably be accounted responsible for the deaths, 
80 | advise you to go and ,hide your carcass in some quiet place 
until it has all blown over. Yours till death, W. F. HEWETT. 


Saxon Roap, NorTH Bow, E., May 26th, 1891. 

DEAR ALLY SLOPER,—! have the pleasure to forward to you, by 
the request of the whole of the members of the North Bow Con- 

egational Church, a unanimous vote of thanks for your great 
Sindness and generosity tothe poor of our | gr aie When, 
in our Annual Report of the work of the Church, mention was made 
of the many 2s. 67. tickets you had given to the Rev. E. Schnad- 
horst (our Pastor), for distribution, it was considered only right 
that we should say thank you, and tell youso, I may say, that the 
whole of them were given with only one condition, that the people 
receiving them were destitute ; trusting that you may receive some 
pleasure in the knowledge of the joy you have given to so many 
others, [ remain, yours very respectfully, E,W. McCULLUM. 


SLOPER'S VAGARIES. 

No. 65.—HeE Upsets A PARAFFIN LAMP. 
"TWIXT the mystical hour when the ghosts are abroad 
And the hour when the crows of the rooster are crowed, 
ALLY SLOPER (who loves in the stillness of night 
His profound and sublime dissertations to write) 

Was composing a highly beneficent screed, 

Giving counsel to householders how to proceed 

(With true presence of mind) should the house be on fire, 
Or in any such case of emergency dire. 

Now, the Eminent’s room like a pig-sty appeared, 

Yet a blazing big “furnace” its wretchedness cheered 
(For the weather was frigid and dismal and damp), 

And there stood on the table a Paraftin Lamp. 


Very fleetly the quill of the Journalist King 
O'er hia foolscap careered, like an animate thing, 
Very deeply he swigged at hia bottle of gin, 

For he found a sublime inspiration therein. 
Very clearly a wonderful scheme he defined, 

sy which “babies unborn might have presence of mind.” 
Very soon he'd have finished his labour, no doubt 

But a numbness came o'er him. He wildly stretched out 
His right arm (which was seized by a “ journalist's cramp”), 
And the movement knocked over his Paraftin Lamp! 


With his mina upon “ Presence of Mind” still intent, 
ALLY SLOPER, beholding the fateful event, 

And ignoring his cramp, expeditiously spread 

O'er the scene of disaster the rags from his bed. 

Then his coat, and his vest, and the mats from the floor, 
Mrs. Sloper’s silk dress, hanging up on the door, 

And his guinea top hat, and his well beloved gamp, 

He piled up jolly quick on that Paraffin Lamp! 


“Next, he roused Mrs, 8. and the children,” you'll say. 

You are wrong, sir: his wife and his kids were away. 

But he sent the alarm to the Southwark Bridge Road, 

And the brave Captain Shaw in a trice was abroad 

(In good sooth, one might think that he ne'er goes to bed !) 
And had wired to his stations the message of dread : 

“Send your engines to Mildew,—that imbecile scamp 

Of a SLOPER has shattered his Paraftin Lamp!” 


Who shall number the number of firemen that came 
To Court Mildew, instanter, with chivalrous aim? 
Who shall number the number of oaths they let drop, 
As they sadly drove homeward through puddle and slop? 
Who chal number the number of blood-spilling blows 
That their captain let drop on the Cankerworm’'s nose? 
For alas! and alas! the poor Blithering Blight, 
With his wonderful “ presence of mind,” had lost sight 
Of the fact that (as daybreak comes early, you know) 
HE'D EXTINGUISHED HIS LIGHT forty minutes, or so, 
Ere the moment when, seized by 2 Journalist's cramp, 
He upset in his sanctum his Paraftin Lamp! 
———— 


STRICT ECONOMY. 
“T say,” remarked Young Man Tory, “can you tell me why it is 
that the Queen's birthday is always kept on the Saturday after 
instead of onthe day itself?" “Yes, my dear boy,” replied Old 


| Man Radical; “of course you are aware that all government em- 


loyees have a holiday on the Queen's birthday? well, by keeping 


| it on the Saturday, the Government save half a day, don't you see? 


Oh, yes ! my boy, econowy is the order of the day.” 
Se 


AND YET—! 
THE goal is won: the toil, the care 
Of years I now resign ; 
For flocks and herds and pastures fair, 
And countless gold are mine. 
And yet,—and yet,—my wealth has ta’en 
From life such zest, such deep 
Delight, that, were I poor again, 
Meseems I would not weep. 


The goal is won: the wreaths of Fame 
Around my forehead twine, 

And mine is an illustrious name, 
A world's approval mine. 

And yet,—and yet,—I miss the old 
Viéissitudes, and fain 

Would be a struggling, sleepless-soul'd, 
Ambitious bard again. 


The goal is won: and naught remains 
for future years, but this— 

To wander o'er Elysian plains 
And quaff Elysian bliss. 

And yet,—and yet.—'tis not, T ween, 
From stern Ambition’s geal, 

But from Ambition’s strife, we gl 
The gladness of the soul. 


HUNDREDS AND THOUSANDS. 


THE song of the visitor to the Shipperies and Schneideries— 
“Come where the booze is cheaper.” 

THE child of inquiring mind wants to know if the natives of 
Mashonaland are mashers. After all, they are not far removed from 
Boers, 

THERE isnomerrier dog inthe world than SLOPER; yet,SLOPER | 
is universally acknowledged to be “a sad dog.” How can this be 
thusly? 

THE pleasantest Court of Appeal in the world—Mildew Court. 
It's a Court of A-peal of Laughter, 

NEWS OF THE WEAK—A physician's bulletin. 


SLOPER'S SELECT LIBRARY. 
BOLDEROCK. 


(A RoMAUNT OF YE OLDEN TyME.) 
CHAPTER VII. 


‘TWA afternoon, and now the judges were engaged in awardin 
the prize for the Queen of Beauty. 


One by one the ladies ha 
lifted their veils as the 
judges approached, and 
tremblingly they sub. 
mitted to the tests which 
the rules of the com- 
petition — insisted — on 
being undergone, Two 
ladies had already been 
selected as probable 
firsts, and only two still 
remained to be ex- 
amined, and these still 
wore their veils, They 
were the Lady Sarah 
Jane Rolover and the 
Iady Mary Ann Bolde- 
rock, ‘The lady Sarah 
Jane, who, like all the 
others, save one, was 

orgeously dressed and 

lazed with jewels, 
lifted the envious cur- 
tain which concealed 
her charms. She was, 
indeed, lovely; and as 
the first glance of her 
pink and white com- 
plexion was obtained by 
the spectators, a cordial 
cheer rent theair, Slowly 
the judges counted up 
her points, and it looked 
asif the lady wastocarry 
the day, when one of the judges was observed to pause and loo 
startled, He was observed to moisten his finger with a drop of 
water and with it to touch her pearly cheek. The result was at 
once seen, “Ha, ‘tie rouge!" was the cry, and another touch on 
her nose proved that it had been powdered, 

“ Disqualified !" said the judges, and the Lady Sarah Jane retired 
to hide her mortification ina newhbouring refreshment tent, while 
the two Indies who were possible firsts winked satisfied winks at 
their backers, 

The last candidate was now raising her veil, and, as she tossed it 
back over her queenly head, she looked proudly over the crowd of 
spectators, There was a hushed silence as the vision of loveliness 
first burat upon them, far more gratifying thana burst of cheering ; 
then, as the spectators gazed, and the judges completed their tests, 
they began to cheer until 
the welkin rang. The pre- 
sident of the judges vainly 
called for quiet while he 
could announce their de- 
cision, There was no 
hope of quiet. In dumb 
show he indicated that 
the Lady Mary Ann had 
“scooped in the bakery,” 
and led her, amid a dimly 
heard fanfare of trum- 

ets, to the throne, where 

er simple dress of nun‘s 
veiling, cut bias and gored 
up the back, together with 
her lovely face, shone out 
doubly beautiful amid the 
barbaric splendour which 
surrounded them. 


. * e 

The Lady Sarah Jane 
Bolover sat within the re- 
freshment tent in a furious 
passion, which she endea- 
voured to cool off with a 
little Old Tom and water. 
If truth must be told, the 
Lady Sarah Jane fre- 
quently regaled herself 
with this liquid comfort, 
and it was alleged in 
whispers, in lonely corners, 
that indulgence in thie 
apes had n the cause 
of the bloom fleeing from her damask cheek and settling on her 
nose, and hence the necessity for rouge and powder to restore 
the status quo, The lady had seen several summers, how many, 
no one knew, for she had ordered her parent to burn the church 
in which the baptismal registers were kept,and he had, like a duti- 
ful parent, obeyed, for the Lady Sarah Jane had a will of her 
own, and might have brought down her father's grey hairs in gor- 
row if she had got her fingers twisted into them. 

At present, as she sat, she crushed back the tears of rage which 
threatened to well out from her eyes, and looked hanghtily round 
for someone on whom she might expend some of her surplus fury, 
But there was no one. The Highland bexppe competition was 
going on just outside the tent, and almost all had fled. A youth 
dressed in a doublet and hose, sat at a table near by, and devoured 
aeandwich and drank his beer, but seemed to attend to no one, 
Justas the youth had finished his beer, the aged penn who, before 

the arrival of the Saracen 

youth, had had a monopoly 
of the minstrel business in 
the neighbourhood of Bolde- 
rock, entered the tent, The 
minstrel started visibly when 
he saw the lady, and the 
Snel started invisibly wheh 
e saw the minstrel. Pre- 

tently the youth Inid his 
arms on the table and his 
head upon 
his arms, and, 
from the 
tumultuous 
snores which 
rolled like a 
great 
“Amen” 
through the 
tent, it was 
evident that 


he rea a 
With lowly 


bows and 
cringes the 
minstrel 
crept towards 
the Lady 
Sarh Jane, 
who saw him approach, with scornful eye, for she knew him to be 
a retainer of her hated rival. 

“Ho, catiff! what seek ye in my presence?” said the Lady Sarah 
Jane, with a frown. 

( Lo be continued nert :-erk.) 


“ Disqualified |" 


The winner of the prize. 


A little Old Tom, 
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THE “F.O.S." PORTRAIT GALLERY. 


No, 207,—Dutcu Dany, F.O.S, 

“Dutch Daly is one of those individuals whom it would tax 
the powers of even a Hawkshaw to lay hands upon. Gifted with 
® marvellous scent and an exceedingly slippery disposition, no 
wonder the scalp of the interviewer who was laid on to ferret 
out the habits of the gentleman in question has lost its hairy 
appendage. But everything comes to him that waits, and we 
fre proud to acknowledge the fact that the gallant Daly has at 
last fallen a victim to our onslaughts. It happened like this. 
Falling short of the correct time the other day, we wended our 
way into the nearest pub. with the innocent intention of recti- 
fying our loss. Who should be the first person to catch our eye 
but the gallant Dutchman, or American, as he should be more 
correctly designatel, With a bound we were at his side, andl 
literally tore the following information from him. Firstly, that 
he was born in America; secondly, that he was bronght up for 
the Church, and, in fact, had a strong affection for that institn- 
tion ; but, the Church not reciprocating the liking, Daly turned 
his back upon it,and became a candidate for music hall honours 
simply out of sheer cussedness, Receiving no answer to our 
third query, we turned from our note book and looked in the 
direction our victim had been standing, when what was our dis- 
comfiture to find that he had vanished. So our readers must 
neels be content with the above information, Chiefly because 
he is @ genuine comelian, Daly was created F.O.S., and the 
‘Sloper Award of Merit’ presented to him March 12th, 1887,"— 
Debrett Improved, 


HE SMELT A RAT. 
Trate Lodger. Took here, Mrs. Rubynose, somebody's been at 
my whisky again. 
Mrs. Rubynose, Lawks a-mussy! I thought that cat'd bin 
a-drinkin’ again. His breath smeit like a distillery this mornin’, 


“What d'yer say, mum? I've boiled the taters in master’s 
thavin' pot? Law bless yer! that's nothin’ to the economy I 
can practise some’ ues.” 


"London: Printed by DALAIEL BROTHENS, wt thelr Camden Press, High Street, N.W. and Publiaued by tue Proprietor, GILDEMT DALsIL, at “ The Sloperies,” 99 Shoe Lane, London, B.0.—Baturday. June 13, 1601. 
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THE BOY HERO. 


Giles (after two hours easy watching). Ah, Bill, that's 
nice easy work. Them chaps can leave off when they 
like, 


Stout Old Lady (weighing about eighteen stone). Tlowever am I to get up, Harry ? 
Youngster. If yer ladyship will accept my 'umble services an’ tip us another 2d., which is cheap, considerin’ 
the quantity, Ill list yer up before yer know where yer are, 


(oor youth, he had overtared his strength. The result was—well, well, we will draw 
a veil over his last moments. 


WAS SHE GUILTY?P 
“Let me catch you smiling at the young men lodgers 
again, that's all. I'll get a divorce—T'll - 


(Ext, raving, 


“A DEAD CERT.” 


(1). “ Ah!" said young Poundaweek to his friends Cheapside and Bobsworth, when 
he met them at Ascot, “I'in ‘in the know’ this journey, and no error! Got the tip 
from @ pal of mine who knows the under-leputy stablehelp at Lord Wotsaname's 
training establisiment. It's a dend cert. I'm on it for all I'm worth.”——(2). And 
those two generous fellows seemed so delighted to see him and to stand him many 
expensive drinks, that at length he divulged his secret and gave them the tip. —(3). 
And they adjourned to the course to plank their bottom dollars on “ Ginglam-ribs" 


for a win and “ Fish-kettle” for a place. —(4). And secured a good position near the 
post to watch those gallant steeds make their fortunes.—(5). And it was not until 
they saw the animals of their choice wallopped home with walking - sticks ail 
umbrellas by an excited crowd five minutes after the race was over, that they realized 
the fact that even stablehelps may err.— (6). But, Jumping Moses! the way tiey 
took it out of poor Poundaweck was a caution to snakes, Just as if he could help il, 
poor chap! But, there, some people are so greedy, and are never sutisfied. 


THE GREEN EYED MONSTER. 


tb)! 
Hh 
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H 


“Dy 


“Why, where's the difficulty ? You just press the candle in so, and push down the 
spring, and——_"” 
“ Yes, mum.” 


“Ha, hat At last T have my rival in my power. He kisses the false minx before 
the very eves of the law. | Forty shillings or a month will be the penalty, 
my fine animated daddy longlegs.” 


CE Te 


